

The contention of the two famous Houfes t 
His oath inrolled in the Parliament. 

But now to London all the crew are gone. 

To fruftrate his oath, or what befides 
May make aga'tnft thehoufe of Lancafter, 

Their power 1 geffe them fifty thoufand ftrong. 

Now if the helpe of Norfolke and my felfe. 

Can but amount to eight and forty thoufand. 

With all the friends that thou braue Earle of March, 

Among the louing Welfhmen canft procure. 

Why via, to London will we march amaine. 

And once againe beftride our foming Steeds, ' 

And once againe cry , Charge vpon the foe. 

But neuer once againe turne backe and flye. 

t\ich. I now methinkes I hearc great Warwicke fpcake ». 

Nere may he line to fee aSunlhine day, 

That cries retire, when Warwicke bids him ftay. 

Edw. Lord ITarmck?, on thy fhoulder will I Icane, 

And when thou faints, muft Edward fall : 

Which perill h^auen forefend. 

War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke ofYorke, 

The next degree is , En glands royall King ; 

And King of England Ihalt thou be proclaim’d. 

In euery burrough as we pafie along .* 

And he that cafts not vp his cap fortoy, 

Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 

King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne, 

But forward to effe£t theferefolutions. 

Enter a Mejfenger « 

Mef. The Duke of Norfolke fends you word by me, 

The Queene is comming with a puiflan t power, 

And crauesyour company for fpeedy counfcll. 

War. Why then it forts braue Lords. 

Let’s march away. Exeunt mutt. 

Snttr 




of Torke and Lancafter . 

Enter the King and JQueene, prince Edward, and the 
IE or therm Earles , with drumme and 
Sonldiours. 

Queen, Welcome my Lord to this braue Towne ofYorke, 
Yonders the head of that ambitious enemy. 

That fought to be impaled with your Crownc. 

Doth not the obietf pleafe your eye my Lord ? 

Kinr. Euen as the rockcs pleafe them that fear their wracke. 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my vow. 

flif. My gracious Lord, this too much 1 enity 
And harmefull pitty muft be layde afide, 

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle lookes i 
Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den. 

Whofehandis that the fauageBeare doth licke? 

Not his that fpoyles his young before his face. 

Who fcapes the lurking Serpents mortall fting ? 

Not he that fets his foote vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft worme will turne being troden on s 
AndDoucs will pecke, in refeueoftheir brood. 

Ambitious Torke did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou finding, while hee knit his angry browes. 

He but a Duke, would haue his fonne a King, 

And raife his ifliic like a louing Sire. 

Thou being aKing,bleft with a goodly fonne, 
Didftgiueconfentto difinherit him, 

Which argu’d thee a moft vnnaturall Father , 

Vnreafonable creatures feede their yong. 

And though mans face be fcarefull to their eyes. 

Yet in proteftion of their tender ones, 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofe fame wings, ; 

Which they haue fometime vfde in fearefull flight. 

Make warre with him, that cltmbes vnto their Neff, 

Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence ? 

£or fhame my Lord, make'them your president, . 
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